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RAPSODY. 


My Infant Tears a ſort of Meaſure kept; 
I Gu d in Dad 29 in 2 1 
No Touth did I in Education waſte, 
Happy in an Hereditary Taſte. 
To Greek and Latin Tongues without Pretence, 
I truft to Mother Wit, and Father Senfe. 
Nature's my Guide, all Sciences T ſcorn, 
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Pains I abhor, I was a Poet born. Man of Taſte, 
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Page 4. Line 14. for Leacher read Letcher, Throughout the Whole, for 
woeellturn'd read well-tun'd. Page 13. Line 6, for painted read pointed, 
Page 13. Line 15, for Clauſe read Cauſe, 
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Modem POET. 


RAPSODY. 


N lofty Verſe, who would a Maſter be, 


Muſt ſtrive to ſhine by imitating me. 


Imprint within his Mind, what I indite, 
Aſſume my Stile, and Copy what I write: 
And thus my Works ſhall future Bards inſpire, 
And fill my Sons with their Great Father's Fire. 


I tell no Tale of ſome poor Love-ſick Maid, 
Nor call the Fabled Muſes to my Aid. 7 
Let Love-ſick Fops attempt, in whining Strains, 
The Pow'r of Love, his Darts, and burning Pains. 
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Let Poetaſters who can't hope to ſhine, | 


Invoke their Phebus, and the Sacred Nine. 
No Aid from them J have, and none require, 
For bounteous Nature freely did inſpire 


My glowing Boſom with Poetick F Ire. 


I write Heroics in a Stile ſublime, 


And harmonize my Verſe by jingling Rhime. 


As Deathleſs D'Urfy's fam'd for lyrick Odes ; 
As Cibber's make our Monarchs more than Gods; 
As Blackmore does his Hero's Acts rehearſe,” 


In ſounding Numbers, and in rumbling Verſe 5 


As * Fohnſon claims from ev'ry Modern Praiſe, 


For ſpoiling French, and murd'ring Exgliſh, Plays; 


As Wurd beſt tells the ei out Leacher's Pranks . | 


As Tragic Heroes ſwear the moſt in Banks - 


As each in One, ſo I in All excel; 


In all the diff rent Ways of writing ei. 1d" 
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Immortal D'Urfy ſhine again in me» 0 7 [24s 
I equal Blackmore in a loftier Lay; 1 4 0 
My Verſes rumble, and my Heroes bray. 

My Comedies would make a Quaker ſmile, 

Like Fohnſon's writ in Tragicomie Stile. 

Banks muſt to me in Tragedy give Place ; 


My Heros ſwear with a tremendous Grace. 


Of all this num' rous Race of Bards * fee; d Df 
Cibber alone preſumes to rival me. b Lon mid 18.1 
He writes his Birth-day Songs, and New-year Odes;' DIAL 
And charms with fulſome Praiſe our earthly Goda"). 22.1. 
But in his Comic Scenes, What Wonders croud'! ' 

His Fools ſay little, Men of Senſe talk lou. 
Wits, Coxcombs, Coquets, there e bawl, 


7 OT? : 
> «% 


And the ſame Words you may apply to all. 


Which are bis Wits, which Fools, we ne*er'could tio,” 
Unleſs the Bard had kindly told us who': n d eee | 1 


His harmleſs Satire never gives Offene 5 eee 364 
His Wits talk POO tho __ re void {5 — 
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Gods ! | how his Heros in their Buskins tread! | 


One aweful Look's 2 to ſtrike you dead. 
They fill with Blood and Terror all the Land, 


And talk a Language none can underſtand. 


Go on, great Bard, thy deathleſs Strains rehearſe; 


When thou art dead, Im Rivalleſs in Verſe. 
Let Pope with Wit yet unexhauſted write, 
Let him in moral Satire vainly rage, 


And with dull, virtuous Precepts ſtuff each Page. 
Let Swift in Whims exhauſt his fertile Brains; 


And “ Savage drudge in labour d Grubſtreet Strains. 
I know an eaſier Way to pleaſe the Town, 


To fill their Heads; and not exhauſt my OWN. 


And plague himſelf, to give the Town Delight. 


I ſteal my Thoughts From Congreve, Garth, or r Rowe, | 


And plunder Byſhe,. * Sim. lies apropos. 
If I perchance deſire to write ſublime, 
The Blank of Milton ſoon is turn'd to Rhime. | 
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* Mr. Savage is generally thought to be concerned in writing the — 


Journal. 
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The Pains of thinking I could ne er endure,ñ 


80 what won't be {ablime, I make obſcute. 
'Whate'er's obſcure, muſt be ſublimely good, 
As that's moſt lik d, which leaſt is underſtood. 


Were I fo bleſs'd, as but to underſtand 
The Courtly Language of the Galle Land. 
Their Satire, and their Drama, you ſhould ſee, 


Boileau, Cornetlle, Moliere, you'd find in me. 


With Boikean's Spirit I would laſh the Age, 
And all ſhould feel, ; who durſt excite my Rage. 
Not like thoſe Fops, unfaſhionably nice, 


Who don't attack the Perſons, but the Vice. 
ine, 11447484 ; ? 1141181 


By diff rent Methods Id divert the Town, 
And make each poignant Satire a Lampoon. 
With Modiſh Libel tickle its Good-nature, 
And point with lawleſs Scandal ev'ry Satire. | 
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To pleaſe Sir Rot be extreamly witty, * 
And laſh the richeſt Merchants of the City. | | 
I'd call them Beggars, and ſuch Courtly Names, 
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And wiſh their Ships might ne'er return to Thames, 
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ra carſe them all who durſt refuſe ri | 


And damn their Craftſmen under Chriſtmas Pies. 
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Court Schemes and Projects they could ne'er endure, 


They'd make firm Patriots tremble if they'd Pow'r. 
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My Praiſes ſtill Sir R. ſhall attend 
To Men of Wit he always was a Fried. g 
And Men of Wit ſhall always found his Fame; 5 | 
As grateful Osborne does, ald Wa Jingham. , 
To pleaſe niy - Patron oft I Journals write, 
And help old Goody dE to indite. 
The pratling Grannum writes from Depth of Senſe, , 
By pow'rful Gin inſpir'd, "ped Py on 
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1 oft with 2 my Time beguile, Ini! ; 131 


And write Free-Britons \ in a florid wel 
Tho' Britain's Freedom thunders i 1n my Line, uy 


Some ſay t enſlave her a are my true Deſigr m | 


But whether ſuch, or ns." be my Intention, 


My Meaning's oft above my Comprehenſion, 
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Quite free from Learning, not o erſtock d with Witz 1 


Each diff rent Taſte and Humour I can hit. 


To pleaſe the Grave, my Satire I diſplay , 


110 Try 26H 
And with my hum'rous Tales divert the G. 
The Lears'd I ſtill with Pedantry affail, . 4g Rk, 
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With Billetdeuxs amuſe the Love: ſick Bell. 


The light Coquet the powerful Charm does prove, 
Who's always pleas'd with ſprightly Songs in Love. 
The graver Prude to pleaſe, I ſtill lampoon 
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The prettieſt, wittieſt Females of the TW n. 


With ſmart Obſcene the looſer Rake I bleſs, 4 1 
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And for the Beauxs I write the Art of e 2id br : 


For ſuch whoſe Heads, are fill'd with; loftier Fancies, | 


I write Heroic Poems and Romance... 


Their diff rent Taſtes I pleaſe, by diff tent Ways; 4 
From ſome I Preſents gain, from all gain Eraiſe. 41 
| -il +2 b\moob zl wan) & ol 
Inſpir'd by Nature, I divert the Age; 
My Parents fill'd me with Poetic Rag eee... 
My ſmarter Wit my Mother did inſpi re: 


But my ſublimer Flights came from my Sire. 
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He ſung the Ads of Heros ſtout and bold. 
And loſty Deeds in loftier Numbers told. 
Each hidden Charm of Poetry he found, | 
And judg'd the Senſe of Numbers by the Sound. 
In diff rent Scenes my Mother's Genius lay ; 
For what was doad\by Night, ſhe brought to Day. | 
With Court Amours the always charm'd our Ears, 
And fot Inthgniexof Codadaies! amni/Pecrs.”'; 21 
With Scandal and Obſcene the pleas d the Town, 
And ſhew'd ber VI Pitts, and Ref own! il 
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Her flat Obſcene would fill excite Deſire, 


And his Heroic Fuſtian paſs d for Fire. 
Tho both thus Bleſs d, their Tempers did not hit; 


But their ſmart Repartees made me a Wit. 


By Want conſtrain d, when firſt in Verſe I wrote ; 
My Lodging then exalted as my Thought; 
In a Grubean Garret doom'd to lie, 


I thro' the crazy Roof beheld the Sky. 


My Bed with fable Cobwebs circled round, 


And Duſt and Wit promiſcuous firewd the Ground. 


Ir ] 
Of Maids undone by Love, then firſt I ſung, 
And with the doleful Tunes St. Giles's rung. 
Each dying Hero's Speech I did report, 
And oft writ Billetdeaux for Fools at Court: 
But loftier Themes employ'd my Pen ſome times, 


For hir'd, I writ the Belman's annual Rhimes. 


But ſoon a better Price ſor me was' bid g 

So vaſt a Genius could not long be hid. 

Call'd to the court, there was my Sphere to ſhine, 
With how much Eaſe flow 'd each harmonious Line: 
NM y Patron's Friends I pleas'd with fulſome Praiſe, 
And laſh'd his Foes in my fatiric Lays : 

D' Anvers and Fog then felt my keeneſt Rage, 

And all the dp inde Scriblers of the Age, 

To ſerve their Country, who're my Patron's Foes, 
His known Decry, his ſecret Schemes diſcloſe. 
Long may they write, their Country ne'er regards ; 


But ſtill the gen'rous Court its Friends rewards. 


As Hunger, or Lord Paris, does require, 


I write ſmart Satires on the Tœit nam Squire. 
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'  'Tis true, they paſs beneath his Lomlſhip's Name: 
If mine's the Pay, his Lordſtip's be the Fame. 


On ev ry Branch of Poetry I've writ, 1 
On ev'ry Branch diſplay d prodigious Wit. 
As T've thus made of ev'ry Branch the Teſt, 
I find that Satire ſuits my Genius beſt. 
| Each Work that has Succeſs, my Anger moves; 


I always hate whate'er the Wn approves. 


Young's Satires gain an undeſery'd Applauſe ; 
The Moral Fool has writ in Virtue's Cauſe : 
His Univerſal Paſſion, Love of Fame, 
Shall ne'er encreaſe it's Author's Wealth or Name. 
The Man of Taſte is with ſome Spirit writ; 
But without Taſte in Poetry, or Wit. 
In Pope's Eſſays he has Religion ſhewn, 
By moral Rules, to this immoral Town : 
But his grave Thoughts could ne'er my F ancy life; 
Nor Wit nor Humour can I find in Swift. 
Of honeſt Politicks be Budgel proud ; 
He vexes me who ſeeks his Country's Good, 


Amongſt 
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Amongſt the Faults that I in Dod/ey ſee, 
He as pleas d the Town, and fo diſguſted me. 
its Want of Taſte the Town did moſt diſplay, 
| When it receiv'd the Operas of G m. | 
Dukes, Earls, and Knights, to Lincoln's Theatre throng, 
To hear themſelves laſh'd in each painted Song. 
Mackheath's brisk Wit, and faſhionable Air, 
His Arts to gain, and to delude the Fair; 
His daring Soul, tf fearleſs of his Fate, 
Above my Lad in all Things, but Eſtate, C 
The Ladies bluſh at their unguarded Folly, 
To ſee the Virtue, that they want, in Pally. 


| Gay bleſs'd his Stars, fo well his Labours took, 
And fixty Nights the croinded Theatre ſhook. | 7. Mp 


Rich Eaſtern Kings Ttalian Op'ras boaſt ; 
Gay's Hero's but a Highwayman at molt, 
From foreign Climes theſe warbling Eunuchs bring; 
But Gay's harſh Notes, our Natives harſhly fing, 
Their War-like Heroes are in Eunuchs ſhewn, 0 \ 
And Gen'rals, without Manhood, fight in Tune. 


With 
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With melting Sounds the well-turn'd Periods chime, 
And Roman Senates ſing the Laws in Rhime. 
Soft Tunes in female Breaſts Delight inſpire ; 
Soft Eunuchs raiſe, but- can't allay Defire > [vis 
And pompous Scenes, at great Expence, are bought, 
Whilſt Gay's, alas ! can only boaſt of Thought. 


But, Heav'n be thank'd, our antient Taſte returns, 
And with its former Fire each Boſom burns. 
Italian Strains again the Town delight, 
And Coaches croud the Streets each Op'ra Night. 
Ev'n Fuſtian Charms in ſmooth 1:alian Song, 
And Nonſenſe pleaſes from the Eunuch's Tongue. 
Britain in this its poliſh'd Taſte does ſhew; | 


The Tongue ſome few, but none the Meaning, know. 


The ſtarv'ling: Wits to write have no Pretence, 
Whilſt Hound ſupplies the mighty Void of Senſe. 
To laſh the Fool, or Knave, no Satire's we, 
Whilſt Tricks of Harlequin will paſs for Wit. 
The Ballad Wits are now bereft of Hope, 


And“ Faranelli now may curſe the Pope. 


lt is reported, That Seignior Faranelli, on his firſt coming, finding our Nobility to open their 
Purſes as freely as he did his Mouth, was ſo impious as to ſay, His Holineſs might be d, he 


would ſing no more for him. 
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For Britiſb Gold does loftier Notes excite, | FL 


Than what were wont the Father to delight. | 
May Britain long this poliſh'd Taſte retain ;; 
May g Brutus ſtill his Sons condemn. in vain. 
A Roman Senate ne er an Audience draws; - 1 . 


Their rigid Virtue, nor old-faſhion'd Laws »:__ 4 


Nor Sons condemn'd, ſhall gain the Sire Applauſe. |} 
Can it avail, that modern Patriots know , 
What Brutus did two thouſand v ago? 
Tho' once a || Roman Gen ral held the Plough, 
Such ſtrange Examples won't be follow ' d now. 
Nor will we be by his Example ſway'd, 

Who on his Sons fulfill'd the Laws he made. 


| What! tho' the Author might expect Applauſe, 

From Thoughts like theſe in Freedom's glorious Clauſe ; 
With Liberty, tho' each Expreſſion's fraught ; 

Tho' great, yet juſt, and natural each Thought; 
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Junius Brutus. A Tragedy. Acted this Seaſon at the Theatre Royal in 
Drury- Lane. | | 
l| Qwintius Cincinnatus, a famous Roman, being choſe by the Senate once Con- 
ſul, and once Dictator (both Times from the Plough) was fo far. from being 
leas'd with the Honour, that he anſwered with Tears, Then for this Year my goar 
ttle Field muſt go unſown, and we ſhall be in Danger of Want : And after he had 
diſcharg*d both Poſts with a great deal of Honour, he utterly retus'd the Rewards 
which were due to his Services, and betook himſelf to his former laborious Cour ſe 
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b E. Tho 


[16 ] 


Tho' lofty Words, and loftier Thoughts combine; 


Tho' Strength of Reaſon charms in ev ry Line; 

And tho! the Words of Bratus might inſpire, 

And Britiſh Boſonms warm with Rowan Fire, 

Italian Fuſtian ſure has more Pretence = 

To pleaſe this poliſh'd Age, than Rowan Senſe. 
Italian Songſters all our Wealth deſerve ; 

| Our dull, laborious, native Fools may {tarve.' 


Whilſt Taſte polite, like this, the Nation ſways, 
III ſtill exert my Genius in its Praiſe. 


Thus, in a/ſcribling Ape, to fxibling born, 
I both the 12 and the Court adorn. 
To pleaſe the Court, my Country feels my Rag, 


And I write Entertainments for the Stage. 


What Monſters then ſpring from my fruitful Head ! 


What Tricks by hum'rous Harlequin are play d! 
This in expreſſive Geſtures entertains, 

And here you're charm'd with high heroic Strains; 
Both Tragic, Comic, Dog rel, and Sublime, 
Mirth without Humour, without Reaſon Rhime. 


| Theſe 
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Theſe are the Charms that moſt the Town delight; 


Who d gain Applauſe, ſuch Scenes as theſe mult write. 


Nor theſe alone do my vaſt Skill diſplay en 


I've turn'd the Man of Taſte into a Play. „ 
Where, tho' old Characters I only ſhew,  - 


They paſs with this judicious Town for. new. 


With theſe the judging Town in me admire 


Great Cibber's Wit, and Hurlot hrumbo's Fire. 
Should Cibber die, I'd imitate his Stile, 


The Bays aſſume, and glad, like him, the Iſle: | 5 
With wond' rous Odes, with meaiileſs Meanings fraught, 


And charm with ords, but ne'er attempt a Thought, 


What wond'rous Art muſt in thoſe Lines be ſhewn, 


That, without Thought, can pleaſe both Court and Town ? 


That Art, immortal Bard, is known to thee, 


Nor thine alone, for part belongs to me. 


Like thee in lofty, tho' unmeaning, Lays, 


I flatter Stateſmen, and I Monarchs praiſe : 


Thee I can equal in obſcure Sublime, 


And ev'n excel thee in the Choice of Rhime. 
Smooth, well-turn'd Rhimes are often found in me 2. 


But thou' rt almoſt from Rhime, as Reaſon, free. 


With 
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With how much Pleaſure muſt this ſcribling Age 

See me come on, as thou go ſt off, the Stage 
With what Delight muſt ev'ry Briton ſe, 

When thou art dead, thy Parts reviv'd in me? 
See thy deep Senſe in my exhauſtleſs Wit; ©: 
Thy Odes reviv'd, and new Nonjurors writ.” 
See Fletcher trembling underneath my Pen, 
And mighty Shakeſpear plunder'd once again. 
See Fuſtian with ſublimeſt Thoughts combin'd, 


And ancient Wit with modern Pertneſs Join'd : 


The ſacred Bays encircled round my Skull, 174 
Thus rais'd t' appear more eminently Main ned bak 


